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ADVERTISEMENT. 


EAUMONT and FLETCHER's 
Comedy of the Royal Mer- 
chant, has ever been eſteemed one 


of their moſt natural and capital 


Productions ; yet, intereſting as the 
Story is, and excellent as moſt Parts 
of the Writing are, it is remarkable, 
that it ſeldom or never attracted the 
Notice it ſeemed to deſerve. 

This Conſideration induced the 
preſent Editor to try whether it 
might not be rendered more gene- 


rally agreeable, by the Embelliſh- 


ment of Muſic; and he was the ra- 
ther tempted to make this Experi- 


ment, from the romantic Turn of 


the Fable, and Singularity of the 
Characters in this Play, which ap- 
peared to him peculiarly calculated 
for an Opera. Theſe Reaſons, he 
hopes, wi:l obtain a Pardon for hav- 

. | ing 


2 
55 
* 
s, 
+ 
_ 
a 
5 
E o 
2 Ro 
$ 
4 


BG Zo hs 


ADVERTISEMEN x. 


thors; a Freedom, which, with al- 
moſt every other eke Produc- 
tion, he ſhould think unwarrantable. 
Such few Lines as are printed in 
Italics, are omitted in the Repreſen- 
tation. ons 
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ERRATUM, 
Laſt Song ef ACT I.—Scanza 3. Read it thus. 


| If Peace from her Hand, 
Scatter Bliſs thro' the Land, N 


CHARA C 


Harrol, | 

Vandunk, 

Wolfort, 

Hubert, 

 Hempſkirke, 

Clauſe, | 
Prig, and frighted Boor, 
| Higgen, 
Snap, 

Ferret, 

Ginks, 

Sailor, 


Merchants, 


Boors, | 


Gertrude, 


Jac ulin, 


TER S. 


Mr. Mattocks. 
Mr. Shuter. 
Mr. Gardner. 
Mr. Mahoon. 
Mr. Davis. 
Mr. Benſley.. 
Mr. Yates. 
Mr. Dunſtall. 
Mr. Bennet. 
Mr. Quick, | 


Mr, Bates, . 


Mr, Cuſhing. 
Mr. Mozeen, 
Mr, Perry. 
Mr, Wignel. 


Mr. R. Smith, 


Mr. Lewes. 


ö 

Mr. T. Smith. 
Mr. Barrington. 
Mr. Stoppelaer. 


Mr. Morgan. 


Mrs. Mattocks, 
Mrs, Pinto, 
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ACT l ( 
S CE N E, a Chamber. 
Enter HUBERT and Guards. 


Guard. OT to diſgrace; or hold thee captive, 
" mn: 

Doth he defire thee back—Wolfort is noble, 

Thy life, thy honour's ſake. 
„„ | I pr'ythee, peace! 
And let him make the largeſt uſe be dare 

Of his il!-gotten power. Loſt Jaculin! 


Enter Wolrokr. 


Wolf. What, Hubert fiealing from me ! fly a friend, 
Unwearied in his ſtudy to advance you! | 
What have I &er poſſeſs'd that was not yours ? 
Yet, after theſe afſurances of love, 

Theſe ties and bonds of friendſhip, to forſake me; 

Forſake me like a foe 1 Hubert, you muſt ; 
Give me a reaſon. 

„ | Wolſort, ſo J will, 

If I may do't in private, and you'll hear it. 


Mol. 


Ann 


n 


Rais'd to't by cunning, circumvention, force, 


(As you give out, and we would gladly have it) 


SHA. 


* 
9 


The gen'ral grief now to my private wrongs. 


2 | AIR. 
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Mol. All leave the room [Exeunt guards. 
You have your will. Begin, | 
And uſe the liberty of our firſt friendſhip. 

Hub. Friendſhip ! when you prov'd traitor firſt, that 


vaniſh'd ; 
Nor do I owe you any thing but hate. 


A 1 N. 


Enrag'd I'll ſhun each human face, 
O'erjoy'd I'll ſeek the deſart race; 
With ſavage bears, and wolves agree, 
Ere league with wretch, unjuſt as. thee. 


Wol. To me this is ſtrange language. 

Hub, To you! why, what are you? | 

Mol. Your prince and maſter, the earl of Flanders. 
Hub. By a proper title! | 


Blood, and proſcriptions ; and maintain'd therein, 
By frequent murders practis'd on all ſuch, 

As ſery'd or lov'd old Gerard; which, at length, 
Compell'd the good man, with his daughter, , "YN 
(The choſen, the betroth'd of my affections) 

To leave the city, They, by ſecret ways,, 


Eſcap'd your fury; tho? 'tis too much fear'd 
They fell among the reſt : but your late cruelties 
So far tranſcend your former bloody acts, 
That, if compar'd, they only would appear 
Eſſays of miſchief. | 
E.. O1 reneatien T ( 
Hub. Who was the lord of houſe, or land, that ſtood 
Within the proſpect of your covetous eye ? | 
Mol. You are in this to me a greater tyrant, 
Than e'er I was to any. 


Hub. Thus Jend 
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The pride of every ſenſe, 
My heart's fond joy and boaſt, 
Your cruel deeds have frighted hence, 
And all my hopes are loſt ; 
My reſtleſs footſteps long to ſtray, 
Where fad ſhe takes her lonely way. 


Mol. Oh! Hubert, theſe your words and reaſons, 
have | 

As well drawn tears of blood from my griev'd heart, 
As theſe drops from my eyes; can you think | 
Where any of the proſcrib'd lords are hid ? 
Where Gerard is, or your loſt love, or Florez ? 
Whom in his infancy | 

Hub. | N Lou ſtole; and ſince 
Have kept conceal'd, the better to maintain 
Your uſurpation of his ſeat, 

„„ By Heaven, 
] ſtole him not, nor know I where he is, 
Nor if he lives. Soon after my return 
From Brabant, whither I was ſent to treat 
About a future match with our prince, Florez, 
And their young heireſs, Berrha, (whoſe feign'd liſs 

mnce | | 

The crafty Brabander made his pretence 
For the enſuing war, thereby to lay 
An unjuſt gripe on Flander's earldom) he, 
Florez, our prince, was miſling, and remains 
Unheard of to this hour: if you can find him, 
J will reſign the earldom. 

Hub. Do not abuſe 


- 


| My aptneſs to believe. 


a Suſpect not you 
A faith, that's built upon ſo true a ſorrow; 
Make your own terms, aſk for them all the ties 
Humanity can give: Hempſkirke too ſhall 
Along with you to this ſo wiſt'd diſcovery, ; 
9 A 2 | And, 
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And, in my name, confirm all that you promile, 

I have of late receiv'd intelligence, 

That ſome of them are in, or about Bruges, 

To be ſound out—whkich { did then interpret 

The cauſe of that town's ſtanding out againſt me; 

But now am glad, it may direct your purpoſe, 

Of giving them their ſajety, me my peace. 
Hub. Be conſtant to this goodneſs, peace is yours. 
Mol. Diſtruſt me not, till you have well built cauſe, 

And may your ſearch be PO” rous. Fatewel, Hubert! 

Exit. 

Hub. 420 3 yes, within thy hoſtile js 

Fearleſs I'll venture for ſo good-an end: _ 

Could I but find. our much-wrong'd baniſh'd nobles, 

Or trace the lonely haunt where my loſt love, 

My Jaculin, laments her alter'd fortunes, £7 

What 4 * what * 


A I R. 


God of loye, and: youthful play, 
Whither does my charmer ſtray ? 
Oh ! direct my devious feet, 
Where the wand! rer I may meet! 
Spread thy wings, kind deity, 
ay her conſtant ſwain is nigh ; 
V hiſper in her trembling ear, 
Soft relief and joy is near; 
In her boſom, Oh! inſpire 
Fond emotion, chaſte deſire; 
Fil thy trueſt. vot'ry prove, 2 
And pay thee. with a life of love. LExit. 


SCENE II. Bxvons. 
Enter three MERCHANTS. 


. Mer. Tis much that you deliver of this Harrol. 
55 Mer. But ſhort of what I could; believe me, firs 
He bears himſelf with ſuch a confidence, 
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As if he were the maſter of the ſea ; 

And not a wind upon the ſailor's compaſs, 

But, from one part or other, were his factor, 

To bring him in the beſt commodities, 
Merchant e'er ventur'd for. | 
3a. Mer. This, and his merits, 
Make many venturers with him, in their wiſhes. 
For his proſperity and fame. Yet more— 

Is there a virgin of good fame wants dow'r ? 
He is a father to her—or a ſoldier, | 


Who, in his country's ſervice, from the wars, 


Hath brought home only ſcars and want? his houſe 
Receives him and relieves him. Never doubt, 
He is your man, and ours. 7 

Il. Mer. I only wiſh | 20 
His too great forwardneſs t' embrace all bargains, 
Sink him not in theend, | 

2d. Mer. Have better hopes; 
For my part, I am confident—he's here. 


Enter HaRROL and fourth MERCHANT. | 


- 


But for your candy ſugars,. they have met 
With ſuch foul weather, and are priz'd ſo high, 
I cannot fave in them. | 


4th. Mer. 


Har. At your own rates, I take your wine of Cyprus; 


I am unwilling 


To ſeek another chapman : make me offer 


Of ſomething near the price, that may affure me 
You can deal for them. ; 
Har. I I both can, and will, 
But not with too much loſs—your bill of lading 
Speaks. of two hundred cheſts, valu'd by you 
At thirty thouſand gilders -I will have them 
At twenty-eight; ſo in the payment of 
Three thouſand ſterling, you fall only in 
Two hundred pounds,” 
4th, Mer, You know they are ſo cheap— 


Har. 


* —_ — 


———— 


And preſent payment. 


The wrong he did to you, or any man: 


To change my purpoſe. 


By a ſtrong judgment. 


6% TRE ROYAL MERCHANT. 
Har. Why, look you, PII deal fairly; there is in 
priſon, | 

And at your ſuit, a pirate, but unable 

To make you ſatisfaction, and paſt hope > = 
To live a week, if you ſhould proſecute LES 
What you can prove againſt him: ſet him free, # 
And you ſhall have your money to a ſtiver, 1 


4th, Mer, This is above wonder, 
A merchant of your rank, who have at ſea 
So many bottoms in the danger of 
Theſe water-thieves, ſhould be a means to ſave 'em, 
And ſtay the courſe” of juſtice ! 

Har. You miſtake me, 
If you think I would cheriſh, in this captain, 


But I was lately with him (being aſſur'd 

A braver fellow never put from ſhore) 

And read his letters of mart from this ſtate granted, 

For the recovery of ſuch loſſes, as 

He had ſuſtain'd in Spain; *twas that he aim'd at, 

Not at three tons of wine, biſket, or beef, 

Which his neceſſity made him take from you: 

If he had pillag'd you, or ſunk your ſhip, 

Or thrown the men o'erboard, he then deſery'd 2h 

The law's extremeſt rigour : doing this, 

Set your own price; fave him, the goods are mine: 

If not, ſeek elſewhere ; I'll not deal for them. | 
4th, _ Well, fir, for your love, I will once be 

e 


Har. : For your profit rather. [Exit 4th. 
2d. Mer. What do you think of this? [ Merch. 
. Mer. As of a deed of noble pity, guided | 


2d, Mer. © Save you, maſter Harrol! 

Harrol. Good day to all! 

2d. Mer. We bring you the refoſit 
Of more commodities, 


Har. 


A COMIC: OPERA. = 
Har. Are you the owners 5 
O' th' ſhip, that laſt night put into the harbour? 
1/2. Mer. Both of the ſhip and lading. | 
Har. What's the freight? 
1/8. Mer. Fine linens, cochineal, choice china ſtuffs. 
Har. Rich lading. 
For which I were your chapman, but I am 
Already out of — ; 


1/t, Mer. I'll give you time 
For the, moiety of all. | 
Har. How long? 
1/t, Mer. | Six months. 


Har. *Tis a fair offer, which, if we agree. 
About the prices, I with thanks accept, 
And will make preſent payment of the reſt, 
Some two hours hence, I'll come aboard. 

1/4, Mer. The gunner ſhall ſpeak you welcome. 
[ Exeunt Merchants, 

Har. Heaven grant my ſhips a ſafe return, before 
The day of this great payment! as they are | 
Expected three months ſooner, and my credit 
Stands good with all the world. 


Enter CLAUSE, 


Clauſe. Bleſs my good maſter ! 
The prayers of your poor beadſman ever ſhall 
Be ſent up for you. | | 

Har. God a' mercy, Clauſe! 
There's ſomething to put thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. 85 1 

Clauſe, May he, that gave it you, 
Reward you for it with increaſe, good maſter ! 
Theſe ſeven years I have fed upon your bounties, 
And by the fire of your bleſt charity warm'd me; 
And yet, good maſter, pardon me, that muſt, 
Tho” I have now receiv'd your alms, preſume 
To make one ſuit more to you, E 

Har. =o What is't Clauſe? 


1 | Clauſe. 


5.1 THE ROYAL MERCHANT. 
Clauſe. *Tis not for money, 

Nor cloaths, good maſter ; but your good word for me. 
Har. "= wo ſhalt have, Clauſe, for I think thee 

honeſt, 
Clauſe. Some half hour hence then, maſter, take 
the trouble 

Of walking unto Beggar's Buſh ; and there, 

As you will ſee me among others, brethren 

In my affliction, hen you are demanded - 

Which you like beſt among us, point out me; 3 

And then paſs on, and notice me no farther. 
Har. But what will that advantage thee? 
Clauſe. Oh! much fir, 

*T will give me a pre-eminence of the reſt, 

Make me a king among em; and protect me 

From all abuſe, ſuch as are ſtronger, might 

Offer my age. 
— Troth, thou mak'ſt me wonder : = 

Have you a king and commonwealch among ye ? 
Clauſe. We have—and there are ſtates are govern'd 


worſe. 
Har, Ambition among beggars ! 
Clauſe. Many great ones 


Would part with half their fortunes for the place, 

And credit, to beg in the firſt file, maſter. 

But ſhall I be ſo far bound for your furtherance 

In my petition ? 

Har. That thou ſhalt not miſs of, 

Nor any worldly care make me forget it. 

I will be quickly there. . 
Clauſe. Heaven bleſs my maſter | [Extt. 
Har. This old man's prayers are _ * to 

me; 

Would but the elements obey his breath, 

My wiſhes were compledt, | 


3. 1 . A 1%, 
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Hope! to me thine aid extend, 

Sweet companion, welcome friend.! 

Whether thro' the dungeon's gloom, 
Darting kind thy piercing ray; 

Or, glitt'ring proudly on the warrior's plume, 
Thou point'ſt to glorious victexy the way; 
Or, all within the lonely grove, 

Cheer'ſt the wild complaint of love; 

Bright ſun of life, before thee fly 

Ihe clouds of doubt and miſery, 

And pleaſure dawns when thou art nigh. 

To me, to me, thine aid extend, 

Sweet companion, welcome friend! [Exits 


S C 
The Weed and Buſb. 


Enter CLausk, PRTG, Hiccen, FERRET, SNAP, 
GINEKs, JACULIN, and other Beggars. 


Hig. Come, princes of the ragged regiment, 

You of the blood, Prig, my moſt upright lord, 

And theſe, what name or title e'er they bear, 

Behave with order, and due loyalty, 

On this important day, when Beggar's Buſh, 

Our ancient kingly ſeat, muſt be ſupply'd. 
Prig. Ere we begin our cuſtomary forms, 

Let a centinel be ſet out, 
Snap. + "The word. : | 
Prig. A coye comes, and fumbumbis. [Exit Snap. 
Fer. Well, pray, my maſters all, Ferret be choſen ; 

You're like to have a kind mild prince of me. | 
Prig. A very tyrant, I, an errant tyrant, 

If cer I come to reign ; therefore look to't. 


B AIR. 
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Except you provide me with capons enough, 
Green geeſe, tender ducklings, and ſuch kind of 
ſtuff; | 

Except on my table fat chickens appear, 5 
With pheaſant and partridge the beſt of the year; 5 
Cloſe I'll watch when night does fall, | 

Wherever ye lig, | | 

Ye'll be found by prince Prig, | 
And in your own, ſtraw will J ſmother ye all. 


Except of good booze too, full jugs ye afford, | 
And fruits of each ſeaſon, in plenty ye hoard, ef 
Your eyes, and falſe tongues, legs and bellies Ill 
ſeize, * | - 
Take all your trim doxies, and kiſs which I pleaſe, 
Cloſe I'll watch, &c. 


Enter SNAP, 
Snap. A cove comes—fumbumbis ! 


Enter HuBERT and HEMSKIRKE, 


Prig. To your poſtures—arm, 
Hub. Y onder's the town, I ſee it. 
Hig. Bleſs your good worſhips! 
Fer, One ſmall piece of money! 
Prig. Among us all poor wretches ! 
Clauſe, Blind and lame! 
Prig. Deaf and dumb! : 
Hub. There's among ye all. ; 2 
Fer. &c. Heaven reward you! | | 
Hub. Do I ſee right, or does my fancy cheat me ? 


Sure *tis her face—come hither, pretty maid. 
ac. What, have you 3 8 
Bells for my ſquirrel? I ha' given Bun meat „ « 
You do not love me, do you ? Catch me that butterfly, 1 
And I ll love you. Oh, can you keep a ſecret ? E 


You look as if you could, Þll tell you—huſh,— m8 
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4 The live-long day forlorn I go, 
- My heart is compaſs'd round with woe, 
OY With woe—ah! well-a-day! _ 
3 The cauſe you hear in ev'ry ſigh, 
You ſee it wrote within mine eye, 
"Tis love—ah ! well-a-day ! 


Hub. For whom, dear maid ?—her every feature 
tel] me. „ 
Fac. No, tis no matter; I can ſmile it off. 


A 1 j 


Behold the ſweetly-wanton ſpring ? 
In ev'ry buſh I ſpy it peering, 
Hark ! the feather'd warblers ſing ! 
With carrols wild my ſpirit cheering ! 
The lark ſwells high his raptur'd throat; 
The linnet pours his melting note; 
None, nene fo weak, but may impart 
Soft pleaſure to a ſimple heart. [ Retires, 


Hub. Her voice too ſays the}ſame; but, for my life, 
I would not that her manners were ſo chang'd : 
Hear me, thou honeſt fellow, what's this maiden, 
Who lives among ye here ? 
Prig. Ao—ao—ao. 
Hub. How ! nothing but ſigns ? 
Prig. A0—ao—ao. 
Hub. This is ſtrange; | 
I would fain have it her, but not her thus. | 
Hig. He's de-de-deaf, and du du-dumb, fir. 
Hub. 'Slife, they all ſpoke plain enough, methought 
3 een now. | 
BY Doſt know this maid ? 
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Hig. She was born at the ba-ba-barn yonder, 


By Be-Be-Beggar's Bu- Bu- Buſh; her name is 


Ma-Ma-Madge; ſo was her mo-mother's too. 
Hub. I underſtand no word he ſays—how long 

Has ſhe been here? 
Hig. Lo-long enough to have got a hu-hu-huſband, fi 

And the had go-go-good lu-lu-Juck. [ Beggars retire. | 5 
Hub. I muſt be better inform'd, than by theſe means: 

Here was another face too, that I mark'd, 

That of the old man; but they are vaniſh'd all 

Moſt ſuddenly—I will come here again, [ Ade, 

Protect us our diſguiſe now! Pr? ythee, Hempſkirke, 


If we be taken, how doſt thou imagine 


This town will deal with us, which hath fo long 

Stood out 'gainſt Wolfort ? 3 
Hem. E'en to hang us forth (+ 

Upon their walls, a ſunning, to make crow's meat. | 


If I were not aſſur'd o' th* burgo-maſter, 


And had a fair excuſe to ſee a niece there, 
I ſhould ſcarce venture. 


Hub. Come, *tis now too late 1 
To lock back at the ports; good luck, and enter. | 
[Exeunt. 
Beggars advance. 


Prig. A peery dog, I'II warrant him. 1 
Fer, What could his queſtions mean ? i% 
Clauſe. I know not yet *twas time to fly—he ow 
Too cloſe in his inquiries. 
Prig. And diſturb'd, 
Our noble ceremonies—ſhall we renew em? 

Hig. Unqueſtionably, brother. Snap — 

Snap. I'm gone. [Exit Snap. 

Hig. All now ſtand fair, and put yourſelves in rank, 0 
That the firſt ſingle comer, at firſt view, 15 1 
May make his choice, who ſhall inherit this, | 5 
Our vacant throne. 


Prig. Tis done, Lord Higgen. : Ky 
His. Thanks ! and here a judge comes—cry a judge. Þ 
All, A judge, a judge ! = 
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Enter HARROL. 


Har. What ail ye, firs, what means this outcry ? 

Hig. | Maſter, 
A ſort of poor ſouls met, Heaven's fools, good firz 
Have had ſome little variance *mong ourſelves 
Which may be honeſteſt of us, and who lives 
Uprighteſt in his calling: now, as we thought 
We ne'er ſhould 'gree on't *mong ourſelves, (for truly, 
*Tis hard to ſay) we all reſolv'd to put it | 
To him, that ſhould come next, and that's your maſter- 

ſhip. | 

Which does your worſhip think is he ? Good fir, 
Look o'er us all, and tell us. | 

Har. I ſhould judge this the man, with the grave 

beard— | | 

Clauſe. Bleſs you, good maſter, bleſs you! 

Har. | If he be not, 
I would he were! There's ſomething too among ye, 
To keep ye honeſt. LExit. 

All. Now good reward you |! 

Hig. What is it? ſee; Snap has got it. 

Snap. A good crown, marry. | 

Prig. A crown of gold— | 

Her. | For our new king, good luck ! 

Ginks, To the common treaſury with it ; if it be 

gold, 8 

Thither it muſt. 8 | 

Hig. Spoke like a patriot, Ginks. Y 
King Clauſe, I bid Heaven fave thee firft, king Clauſe, 
When laſt in conference at the bouzing ken, : 
The other dzy, we ſate about our dead king, 
Of famous memory, (reſt go with his rags ) 
And that I ſaw thee at the table's end | 
Riſe ſwol'n with rage, and, leaning on one crutch, 
Lift t'other, like a ſceptre, at my head, 
I then preſag'd thou ſhortly would'ſt be king, 
And now thou art ſo; but what need preſzge 
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To us, who might have read it in thy beard, 


As well as he that choſe thee ? by that beard 
Thou wert found out, and mark'd for ſov'reignty. 


A» Ko 


O happy beard of happier king ! 

In whoſe behalf our ſhouts ſhall ring 
Around the thrane of Beggar's Buſh. 
That beard, O! may it itill be fair, 
As full of wiſdom, as of hair, 

That all who dwell beneath its ſhade, 
May every year more bleſs'd be made, 


And praiſe the king of Beggar's Buſh ! 


That comely beard, O] may it grow, 
While meads look green, or rivers flow, 
+ The pride and grace of Beggar's Buſh ! 

Thus bound by love to good king Clauſe, 

We'll guard his ſtate, obey his laws ; 

Nor once repine, or care a ſouſe, 

For rich array, or ſtately houſe, 


While happy here at Beggar's Buſh, 


Prig. And if the beard be ſuch, what is the prince 
That owns the beard ? the father? no: the grandfather ? 
Nay, the great-grandfather of you his people. 


He will not take away your hens, or bacon, 


When you've ventur'd hard for't ; nor force from you 
The fatteſt of your puddings. | 
Hig. A ſang to crown him, Prig, th' accuſtom'd ſong. 
His majeſty is ſeated. | | | 


"1 
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AIR ad CHORYU 5. 


Pele. At the crowning our king, 1 
We all revel and ſing, | = 
For with pleaſure our duty we pay 3 1 
We give him three cheers, 
Till we rattle his ears, . 
*Tis huzza ! and huzza! and huzza ! 


His ſceptre's a crutch, 

Which with rev'rence we touch, 
And we ſwear to be true to his throne z 
In recompenſe, he 

Takes an oath to be free, 

And our liberties guards as his own. 


If peace with her ſmile, 
Scatters bliſs thro? the iſle, 
Or war fills the nation with riot; 
Our kingdom is ſafe, 
Still we drink and welaugh, 
Nn lye down with our doxies in quiet, 


If houſes are ſeſt, 
Land with taxes oppreſt, 
Unto us no ſuch troubles belong; 
With a buſh we're content, 
And we pay our quit-rent, 
Like the birds of the air, with a ſong. 
At the OR . . 
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A ( 
8 


V ANDUNK's Houſe. 
N « : : ; | 
VanDuUnK, HyuBteRT, HEMPSEKIRKE, and MAR- 
LS GARET., 
Jan. Captain, you're welcome: ſo is this your friend, 
Moſt ſafely welcome; tho? our town ſtand out 


Againſt your maſter, you ſhall find good quarter ; 


Truth is, we love him not. Margaret, ſome wine. 
[Exit Margaret. 


Let's talk a little treaſon, if we can 


Talk treaſon *gainſt the traitors—by your leaves, 


We, herein Bruges, think he does uſurp, 
And therefore Fm bold with him. 

Hub. Sir, your boldneſs 
Haply becomes your mouth, but not our ears, 
While we're his ſervants ; and, as we came here, 
Not to aſk queſtions, as ſpies upon your ſtrength, 
So let's intreat we may receive from you 
Nothing, in paſlage, or diſcourſe, but what 
We may with gladneſs, and our honeſties, hear, 
And that ſhall ſea] our welcome. 5 
' Van. | Good—let's drink then. 
You ſee I keep my old pearl ſtill, captain. 

* Hemp. Old jewels commend their keeper, fir, 
Van. Here's to you with a heart, my captain's friend, 
With a good heart; and, if this make us ſpeak 
Bold words anon, *tis all under the roſe, 
Forgotten—drown all memory when we djink, 
i ES oe Sh EASE £25 "OS 
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If a word, or a joke, 
. Too freely be ſpoke, 
While the boſom is open and gay, 
Let it ne'er give offence, 
To the ear, or the ſenſe, - : = 
Take a bumper, and waſh it away. 


Let no jealous ſneer, 

Mean ſcruple, or fear, 

The bold face of pleaſure diſmay ; 
Why, why ſhould we bear 
A moment of care, 

When a bumper can waſh it away ? 


Hub. Tis freely ſpoken, noble burgomaſter, 
I'll do you right. 
Hemp. Nay, fir, Mynheer Vandunk 
Is a true ſtateſman. | 
Van. Fill my captain's cup there; O] that your 


: maſter — 
Had been an honeſt man! 
Hub. | | Sir! | 
Van, Under the roſe. 


Hemp. And how does my niece ? 
Almoſt a woman, I gueſs This friend of mine 


I drew along with me, thro' ſo much hazard, 


a to ſee her—ſhe was my errand here. | 
Van. Ay, a kind uncle you are, (fill him his glaſs) 
That in ſo many years could not find leiſure 

Hemp. So many, fir | what mean you? 


Van. | Seventeen. 
Hemp. No, not ſo much. „5 
Van. I'll bate you ne'er an ace on't z 


Twas ere the Brabander began his war 

For moonſhine in the water, there, his daughter, 
Who ne'er was loſt - yet you could not find time 
To ſee a kinſwoman; but ſhe'is worth ſeeing, fir, 
| Now 
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Now you are come. You aſk if ſhe's a woman 


She is a woman, ſir— Fetch her forth, Margaret 
| | [ Exit. Margaret. 


And a fine woman, and has ſuitors— 


| Hemp. - | How! 
What ſuitors are they ? 
18 Batchelors, young burghers; 


And one, a gallant; the young prince of merchants 
We call him here in Bruges. 

Hemp. | How! a merchant! 
I thought, Vandunk, you'd underſtood me better, 
And my niece too, ſo truſted to you by me, 
Than to admit of ſuch in name of ſuitors. 

Jan. Such! he is ſuch a ſuch, as, were ſhe mine, 
I'd give him thirty thouſand crowns with her. 


Hemp. But the ſame things, fir, fit not you and me. 
: [ Exit. 


Jan. Why give's ſome wine then ; that will fit us all. 


A 1 

What can our wiſeſt heads provide 
For the child we doat on nearly, 

But a merry ſoul, and an honeſt heart, 
In a lad who loves her dearly ? 


Who with kiſſes and chat, and all, all that, 
Will ſooth her late and early? 


If the truth ſhe'll tell, when ſhe knows him well, - 


She'll ſwear ſhe loves him dearly. 


With the wretch eſtrang'd to ſocial joys 
Old time may loiter queerly, 
Unable woman's worth to prize, 
Hie ne er can love her dearly : 
But, what is't makes the flight he takes 
By us felt moſt ſeverely, 
And life too ſhort for play and ſport? 
The girl we doat on dearly, 


— 
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Here's to you again, my captain's worthy friend, 
And ſtill, would Wolfort were an honeſt man! 
Under the roſe I ſpeak it—this I'm ſure of, 

Your maſter is a traitor, and uſurps 

The earldom from a better man. 


Hub. Ay, marry, 
W here is that man ? 
Van. Nay, ſoft, an J could tell you, 


Tis ten to one, I would not here's my hand 

J love not Wolfort; fit you ſtill with that. — 

Here comes my captain again, and his fine niece; 
And there's my merchant—view him well; that's he, 


Enter HEMPSKIRKE, GERTRU PDE, and HARROoL. 


Hemp. You muſt not only know me for your uncle 
Now, but obey me; you go caſt yourſelf 
Away upon a dunghill here] a merchant ! 
A petty fellow ! one, who makes his trade 
With oaths and perjuries ! _ 
Har. | What's that you ſay, fir? 
If it be me you ſpeak of, as your eye 
Seems to direct, I wiſh you would ſpeak to me. 
Hemp. Sir, I do ſay, ſhe is no merchandize ; - 
Her rates, be ſure, are more than you are worth. 
Har. You do not know, fir, what a gentleman's 


worth, 
Nor'can you value him, 
Hemp. 8 A gentleman! 


What, of the woolpack, or the ſugar- cheſt, 

Or liſts of velvet? which is't, pound, or yard, 

You vend your gentry by? ig ah 
Hub, © Oh ! Hempſkirke, fye! 
Har. Alas, how much ] pity 

So poor an argument ! Do nor you, the lord 

Of land, if you be one, ſell the graſs, 


The corn, the ſtraw, the milk, the cheeſe——- 
Lan. And butter 


Remember butter, do not leave out butter. 


C 2 Hemp. | 
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Hemp. You now grow ſaucy. 

* Far: - Sir, I have "AA ever 
Bred with my honeſt freedom, and mutt uſe it. 
Hem. Do you hear? no more. 

Har. | This little, fir, I pray you. 
Y” appear the uncle, ſir, to her, I love 
More than my eyes; and I have heard your ſcorns 
With ſo much indignation, and contempt, 
As each ftrives which is greater; but, believe me, 
I ſucked not in this patience with my milk. 
A good man bears a contumely worſe, 
Than he wou'd bear an injury—Proceed not 
To my offence. I wou'd approach your niece 
With all reſpect due to herſelf and you, 
Hem. Away, companion | handling her! Take that. 
Har. Nay, I do love no blows, fir—there's the 


exchange. oo [ fight. 
Ger. Oh! A my Harrol! 
Van. | No, my life for him! © 
[Harrol diſarm; Hewp, 


Har. Not hand her | yes ſir, 
And claſp her, and embrace her; and, wou'd ſhe. 
Go with me now, bear her thro? all her race, 
Tho? they ſtood a wall of cannon n me, by 
Gertrude | 
Nay do not tremble. 
| Lan. Kiſs him, girl, I bid you; ; 
My Merchant Royal! fear no uncles—hang em — 
Hang up all 3 we not in Bruges k 
Under the roſe here! ? 
Har. Thus encircled, love, 
Thou art as ſafe, as in a tower of braſs. 
Let ſuch as do wrong, feat 1.4 
Van, Ay, that's 1 


Let Wolſort look to that Lind 
BY Se Sir, here ſhe ſtands, 


Jour niece, and my belov'd; one of theſe titles 
She muſt apply to; if unto the we. 

Not all the anger, can be ſent unto her 

Fa frown, or voice, or other act, ſhall force her, 


2 
2 
8 
72 
75 
iS 
1 
1 
x 
7 
7 
af 
$ 
8 
3 
Sz 
* 
Fi 
75 
3 
* 
Ty 
3 
1 
2 
EIS | 
Of 
ANNE 
FS # 
» 
Ex 
- 
Z 


A COMIC OPERA. 21 


Tho' Hercules had a hand in't. Come, my joy, 

Say that thou lov'it me. 

. Do, and I'll drink to it. 
Har. Prythee, ſpeak, - | 

Say thou art mine Jove, and defy falſe ſhame. 

Ser. Do not you play the tyrant ſweet !——why 
need you:? N ; 


The bluſh, that glows upon my cheeks, 
The conſcious eye, that truly ſpeaks, 
The ſigh, that vainly wou'd conceal 
What grateful impulſe bids me feel, - 
Do they not all conſpire to tel! 


What faithful Harrol knows too well? 


The tongue, by thouſand various ways, 
May wind thro” art's deluſive maze, 
The lover's honeſt joys deceive, 
When ſwelling hopes his boſom heave ; 
But bluſhes, ſighs, and looks impart - 
The genuine meaning of the heart. 


Hem. I thank you, niece.  ' 
Har. Sir, thank her for your life. 
And fetch your ſword within. [Zxeunt Har. and Ger.] 
Aub. = XA brave clear ſpirit! | 
Hempſkirke, you were to blame; what meant you, 
eee, N a 
To ſcorn him ſo? | : 
Hemp. * Tis done; now, aſk no farther. F{[Fri. 
Aub. Well, I muſt to the woods, for nothing here 
Shall I trace out; there I may chance to learn 
Somewhat to ſatisfy my keen enquiries. 
How now, brave burgomaſter ? how is't with thee ? 
Van. I love no Wolforts, and my name's Vandunke, 
Hub. Vandrunke, tis rather come, go ſleep within. 


Van. 


— 
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Van, Earl Florez is right heir, and yon foul u Wol- 


fort— 
Under the roſe I ſpeak i it - 
Hub. Very hardly. 


Van. Uſurps, and is a rank traitor, as &er breath'd. . 


Shall he rule honeſt fellows, ſuch as we ? 
3 . E T. 


Van. No pain, or diſaſter, ſnall make me 1 maſter 
To Wolfort— 


Hub. Peace, peace man] 


Van. It goes againſt the n: * 


And, ſooner than do't— 


Hub. TD.ill ſober be mute 
Van. I'll never more utter a ſyllable plain. 


But while I can ſpeak, or another glaſs take, 
Il drink to the downfall of his uſurpation, 
And pledge the dear man, that ſeconds my plan, 


Till we've not left a drop of good wine in the 


% nation, : 


Hub. Pr Aber tu tumble to bed, let fleep cool y! bens, 
Z here quench, for to night, the remem- 
brance of ſorrow ; 
My hand on't, my 4 that I wake thee to joy, 


To an ocean of —_—_—— and liquor, to- 


morr OW. 


Fe an, No, Ill not go to bed, nor in ſleep lay my head ; 
In liquor, and atieth, will I bury my Low ; 1 
To night, filly boy, will I truſt for my joy, 
For none but a WEL depends on to- 
mor row. e 
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SCENES N 


5 7 An Althouſe. 


Several Books diſcovered, | 


1/1. Boor. Come, Engliſh beer, hoſteſs ! Engliſh 


beer 


By the barrel ! hoſteſs, 
Enter PRI and HEN diſguiſed. 


Prig. Will you ſee any feats of activity? ſome 
Slight of hand? legerdemain? hey! paſs! 
Preſto, begone there! 
24. Boor. Sit down, juggler. 
Prig. Look you, my honeſt friends, you ſee my 
Hands —plain dealing is no devil—lend 
Me ſome money twelve pence a piece will ſerve. 
All. There, there. . | 
Prig. I thank ye, thank ye heartily : when ſhall I 
pay you ? | 
Boors. ny ha, ha! by the maſs, this was a fine 
rien. 
Hig. This was a rare trick. | 
1/2. Boor. But twould be a far rarer to reſtore our 
Money. 5 
Prig. That's eaſily done. I know a trick worth 


Two of that. 


2d. Boor. Ay! let us ſee it. 

„ You ſhall, : 
You ſee this cup; tis full; now what 
Will you ſay, if I bring this liquor 


Under my hat? 


V. Boor, That would be a trick. i 
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Prig. I'll do't. [Drinks the beer, then puts his hat on 
1/7. Boor. But where's the beer ? [his Head. 
| Under my hat. 


All Boors. By this light, ſo it is, ha, ha, ha! 
Enter Cl Aus: and a Boy, with Brandy. 


Boy. Buy any brandy ? any brandy ? : 
I/. Boor. Come, fill, fill, fill—let's ſee—what's this! 
Boy. A penny. | 

1/2. Boor, Fill, fill till it be ſixpence. 


 Prig. Well done, my maſters, drink away, 


ill you have a ſong ? 


It. Boor. Ay, good juggler. 


11 


Prig. All neighbours, I pray, to my ditty attend, 


On words and fair looks who are apt to depend 

To yourſelves you muſt traſt fortune's favour to 
keep, | 

For the promiſe of friends is a game at bo-peep. - 


When dangling whole days for a fight of his grace, 

To challenge a debt, or ſolicit a place ; — 

Every morning you're told the reward you ſhall 

: reap | | 

While his honour (Lord love him !) is playing 
bo · peep. $a DN | 


The maiden of fifty, at church you may . 
How ſhe ſcrews up her muſcles, and caſts down 
her eye; EOS 4, PA 
Tho? her thoughts on devotion ſeem ever ſo deep, 
Tween the ſticks of her fan ſhe is playing bo-peep. 
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The rake prone to promiſe, to ſ wear, and to lie; 
The prude, who at he-things is ready to die; 


The coquette, who no humour a moment will 


keep, 
Tho' diff'ring in manner, all play at bo- peep. 


Then blame not my arts, nor accuſe me of wrong, 
Tho' inſtead of your money | give you a ſong ; 
For at leaſt from my rhymes this inſtruction you 
reap, | | : 
That the buſineſs of life is a game at bo-peep. 


All Boors. Ha, ha, ha ! huzza! 
Enter HEMPSKIRKE. 
Hemp. Good even, my honeſt fellows ! 
You're merry here, I ſee,” d 


What haſt thou, brandy ? 
Boy. Yes, fir, 


Hemp. Fill out then, and give theſe honeſt fellows. 


Boors. We thank you. 
Hemp. May I ſpeak a word in private to ye? 
I have a buſineſs for ye, honeſt friends, 
If ye dare lend your help, ſhall get ye crowns. 
I. Boor. What is't, fir ? 
If it be any thing to purchaſe money, 
Command us. 98 
Hemp. You know the young ſpruce merchant here in 
Bruges. | | * 
24, Who? maſter Harrol ? | 
Clauſe. Ha lead me a little nearer, boy. [ Afade. 
Hemp. Ay, he owes me money, 
And in the town there is no ſtirring him. 
Clauſe, How's this? I[Alde. 
Hemp. Even at this hour, upon a ſure appointment, 
He meets me, weſt o' th' town, by the chace ; ſide, 
Under the row of oaks you know it? 
| ONE HBoors. 
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Boors. Yes, fir. 
Hemp. There, if ye dare but venture, | _- 

When I ſhall give the word, to ſeize upon ons 1 

Here's twenty pounds. 5 
Boors. We'll do it, fir, depend on't. 

Hemp. If he reſiſt, down with him, have no mercy. 5 
Clauſe. Say ye ſo? | [ Afides "I 
Hemp. To acquit you, N 
T have a warrant here about me. 
34. _ Here's our warrant—this carries fire i' th” 
tai 
Hemp. Away with me then, for the time draws on. 
[ Exit with baors. 
Clauſe. I'm bleſs'd to have heard this! 
But I ſhall mar one plotting—follow, boy. [Exeunt, 


N 
The Chace. | : 
Enter HARROL, 


Har. This is the place his challenge call'd me to, 
Nor let it at this time be deem d unhappy— 
For let me fall before my foe i' th' field, 
Not at the bar before my creditors. 
Thoſe hungry wretches ſoon will have their wiſh : 
No wind blows fair yet—no return of monies, 
To-morrow, with the ſun-ſet, ſets my credit. 
My virtuous love is loſt too—all I have been, 
No more hereaſter to be ſeen than ſhadow 
And yet be firm, my heart. 
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Tho? round my treaſur'd hopes engage, 

In madd'ning tumult, ſea, and wind, 
Yet coward doubt, or dark preſage, | 
In vain aſſault my conſtant mind. 

Oh! aid me, Virtue, to purſue 

Thy guidance, and preſerve my breaſt ; 
'To thee, to love, to glory true, 

III dauntleſs leave to fate the reſt. 


Enter HEMPSKIRKE. 
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H'as kept his word, Now, ſir, your ſword's tongue 
only, | | ys 
Loud as 50 dare —all other language 
Hum Well, n,, 
You ſhall not long be troubled, draw. 
Har. *Tis done, and now— 
Hemp. Now! . 
{Enter boors, and ſeize Harrol ; then enter beggars, who 
rw him, and take captive the boors, and Hemp- 
ire. | : 
Har. lere theſe men are, I know not; nor for 
what cauſe | 
They thus ſhould thruſt themſelves into my danger, 
Can I imagine; but, kind Heaven, I thank thee 
I hope thou haſt reſery'd me for an end 
Fit for thy creature, worthy of thy honour, 


Enter CLAusk. 


£4 Clauſe, Bleſſings upon you, maſter ! 
= Har. 1 Thank you, leave me; 
Y For, by my troth, I've nothing now to give thee. 
45 Clauſe. Indeed, I don't aſk, ſir; only it grieves me 
bY To ſee you look fo ſad —now goodneſs keep you 
3X From troubles in your mind! why look you ſo ? 

7; — D 2 Har. 
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Har. Faith, thou muſt loſe thy maſter. 
Clauſe. I'd rather loſe my life, fir : would I knew 
Har. What would the knowledge profit thee? ſo 

miſerable 

Thou canſt not help thyſelf? 
Clauſe. You do not know, . 

What I can do; cures for our cares ſometimes 

Flow whence we leaſt expect 'em. 
Har. I know thy good will; 

But, farewell, Clauſe, and pray for thy poor maſter. 
Clauſe. I cannot leave you. 
Har. How |! 
Clauſe. I dare not leave you, ſir; i muſt not leave 

ou; 

And, till you beat me dead, I will not leave you. 

By all you hold moſt precious, good fir, tell me 

The cauſe of this your grief; my mind ſuggeſts, 

That ſomething's in my power may eaſe you of it. 
Har. In thy power, honeſt Clauſe! Yet I will tel! 

mm: - 

A hundred thouſand crowns, upon my credit, 

Ta'en up of merchants to ſupply my trafficks; 

The winds and weather envying my fortune, 

And no return to help me off appearing— 


W hat will betide me, winken thou ; 


A 4 Re: 


How wilt 600 ſupport the light, 
When to-morrow, 
| Sunk in ſorrow, 
Robb'd of all his proſpects bri ght, 
Thou thy maſter {halt behold, 
In apriſon dark and cold? 


Claus I cannot blame your grief, ſir, 
Har. Now, what ſay'ſt thou? 


_ Claufe. 
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Clauſe. I ſay you ſhould not ſhrink ; for he who gave 
ou | 
Can 24 you more; his power can bring you off: 
When friends and all forſake you, till he ſees you. 
Har. There's all my hope. ä | 
Clauſe. Hope ſtill, fir—are you ty'd 
Within the compaſs of a day, good maſter, 
To pay this maſs of money? 


Har. Even to-morrow. . 

Clauſe. Will no leſs ſerve ? 5 

Har. | What if it would? = 
Clauſe. Your patience ! 


I do not afk to mock you ; *tis a great ſum; 

A ſum for mighty men to ſtart and pauſe at, 

But not for honeſt—have you no friends left, 

None, who have felt your bounty, worth this duty? 
Har. Duty! they know it not. 
Clauſe. It is a duty, 

And as a duty from thoſe men you've ſuccour'd, 

Should be return'd again. I have gain'd by you 

A daily alms, theſe teven years ſhower'd upon me. 

Will half ſupply your want? 

Har. Oh! that I had it! yet why doſt thou fool me? 

Canſt thou work miracles? 5 
Clauſe. To ſave my maſter, 

I can work this. Pull up your ſpirit, fir, 

Your good, your honeſt, and your noble ſpirit ; 

For if the fortunes of ten thouſand people 

Can fave you, reſt aſſured : you have forgot 

The good you did me in the power you gave me; 

Now ſhall you know the king of beggar's treaſure; 

And let the winds blow as they liſt, the ſeas roar, | 

Within an hour, here ſhall you find your harbour. | * 

The joy of giving, my thrice gracious maſter, | | 

In all its niceſt ſenſe you've oft explor'd : | 

But ſay, what think you, is his joy, whoſe power | 

And will unite to raiſe his benefactor, [4 

Should rude misfortune ſink him? Fes | 
was I | The ſupreme - | of 

Of earthly happineſs, wy 

| Clauſe. 
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Clauſe. Enough. 
Ere night deſcend, that happineſs ſhall be mine ; 


So paſs in peace, my beſt, my worthieſt maſter. 


Love lat: ſe. 
Har. Honeſt creature! 
Such virtuous tranſport is the goodly charter, 
The native and peculiar heritage 
Of human race, born, faſhion'd to receive, 
And to repay by feelings ſo refin'd ; 
Tis more, far more, than language can expreſs, 
Yet all creation ſpeaks it. 


1 


Go traverſe the field and the grove, 
Examine the grain and the flower, 

How nouriſh'd and cheer'd by the de! 
How beautiful after a ſhower! 


To the power who gave them to ſhine, 
Ah! tell me, what ſeem they to 1 
We flouriſh in duty to you, 
That you may approve us are Say. 


We teem with increaſe and ht 
To honour the ſource of our birth; 
For this are we rich in the gale, 
For this are we proud on the earth, 


Of their treaſure, ſo free, ſo diffuſe, 
Sweet emblems ! how well they impart 
The fullneſs of pleaſure and pride, 
When | Xmas fprings in the heart! [ Exit. 
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SCENE . 


The Weied and Buſh. 
Enter HUBERT, in 4 HUNTSMAN's Dreſs. 


Hub. Thus have I ſtol'n away diguis'd from 
Hempſkirke, | 
To ſound theſe people, for my heart yet tells me 
Some of theſe beggars are the men I look for. 
Thus ſure they cannot know me or ſuſpect me; 
This is the wood they live in, where, till Fortune 
Crown me with that I ſeek, I'll dwell among them.— 
They come — I'll couch awhile, and mark my time. | 1 
LRetires.] - Bm 


Enter BREGGARSGS and Books. 


Prig. Come bring em out That ye are rogues | 
I take it is confels'd. „ . 1 
Boors, We are rogues, fir. | 14 
Prig. And why did ye this upon the proper perſon "by 
Of our good maſter ? Were ye drunk, when ye 
Did it? | 
| Boors, Yes indeed were we. 
Pris. | Ye ſhall be beaten ſober. 
Hig. Has not the gentleman (pray mark this point 
Brother Prig) that noble gentleman reliev'd ye 5 | | 1 
Often, found ye means to live by, employing | - | ms 
Some at ſea, ſome here, ſome there, according | | 
To your callings ? 
Boors. Tis moſt true, fir. 
Hig. And as ye are true raſcals, tell me but 
This Have ye not been drunk often at 
His charge? . | 
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32 THE ROYAL MERCHANT. 
Boors. Often, often. | 
Hig. There's the point: then, they have caſt them- 
ſelves 
Brother Prig. . „ 8 
Prig. A ſhrewd point, brother ! Can ye do theſe 
things, ye moſt abominable raſcals, ye turnip-eating 
knaves ? | POS | 
Boors. We are truly ſorry. 
Prig. Knock at your hard hearts, rogues, and pre- 
ſently give us a ſign you feel compunction. Now 


£ 


hear your ſentence, 


AT 


In revenge of this deed 
This award is decreed, 
That each villain ſhall puniſh his brother 
With a ſmack and a thwack 
Upon ſides, head, and back, 
Fall aboard, fall aboard one another. 
[ Boors beat off each other.] 


During it, enter Clauſe. 


Clauſe. So, ſo, I ſee the puniſhment you've laid 
Upon your priſoner- rogues— twas well conducted. 
W hat of the gentleman, the raſcal gentleman, 


Who ſet em on? 8 
Prig. We have him cloſe confin'd, ſir; and in this 
Paper, which we found upon him, you may, 
So pleaſe you, ſound the bottom of their knavery. 
Clauſe. But ſoft who have we here? 


Enter HuBERT. 


Hub. Good even, my honeſt friends! 
Clauſe. Good even, good fellow ! 
Hub. May a poor huntſman, with a merry heart, 


Get leave to live among ye? true as ſteel, boys, 
| « That 
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That knows all chaces, and can watch all hours; 
And with my quarter-ſtaff, if the devil ſay, ſtand, 
Deal ſuch an alms, ſhall make him ro:r again. 

Rouze you the lofty ſtag, and, with my bell-horn, 
Ring him a knell, that all the woods ſhall mourn him, 


A I R. 


I rouze the game with hound and horn, 
With chearful cries I wake the morn, 

'T hat riſing with her roſy face, 

Enjoys the glory of the chace. 

See! the ſwift ſtag flies o'er the ground, 
And hills, and dales, and woods reſound 3 
While health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chace, and ſcour the plain, 
And join the jovial huntſman's cries, 
Till the ſtout prey, o'ertaken, dies. 


Clauſe. A goodly fellow ; if we take thee to us, 
Into our clan, dar'ſt thou be true to us? 
Prig. Ay, and obedient too ? | 
Hub. As you had bred me. 
Clauſe, Anſwer me this. 
As earneſt of thy faith and reſolution, 
Wilt thou undertake to keep a raſcal priſoner ? 
One who baſely contriv'd to undermine 
A noble life, dear to the ſtate and us? 
Hub, I can, and will, fir, 
Prig. What learn you of him, fir? | 
Clauſe. This paper ſays his name is Hempſkirke, 
A follower of ear] Wolfort's —” TRE. 
Hub. Hempſkirke—a villain ! [ A/ides 


Clauſe. Sent a ſpy-knave, to find out certain gentle- 


men; | | 
Whom, ſhould he find, if failing by perſuaſion 
To bring 'em back, by poiſon to diſpatch 'em. 


E | Hub. 
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Hub. Indeed ! l Aſide. 

Clauſe. One Hubert too is join'd in the deſign; 

But for an honeſt end, ſo it appears, | 

Whom, when he has done his ſervice, Hempſkirke here 

Is charg'd to kill, for he is ſet down dangerous. 

Would I might ſee that Hubert ! F A/ide. 
Hub. Treacherous raſcal ! [ Aſide. 


Sir, let me have him, venture, fir, to truſt me; 


For I have kept wild dogs, and beaſts for wonder, 
And made 'em tame too—give into my cuſtody 
This crafty villain, I ſhall hamper him— 
O!] he ſmells rank o' th' raſcal ! 
Clauſe, | You ſhall have him. 
But if he ſcape 
Hub. Hang me, fir, in his ſtead ! 
Clauſe. *Tis well; we take you to our favour : firſt, 
According to your antient forms, enliſt him 
Into your brotherhood—and then proceed we 
Unanimous to buſineſs, | 


„„ . 


Prig. Vet ere you're admitted to live as we, 
Anſwer us bold twice queſtions three. 
Hub. Expound to me ſpeedily what they are, 
Then hear me my anſwer with truth declare. 


Prig. Firſt, can you ſtcal well? 
Hub. | 1 Featly, featly! 
Hig. Ven'ſon, and dreſs it? 8 
Hub. } Ret Neatly, neatly ! 
Prig. Eat it when done ſo? 


Hub. | _ Sweetly, ſweetly ! | 


Hig. The anſwer is honeſt, bold and fair, = 


 Prig. J So bow to the king, far his ſubject you are. 


Hig, 
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Hig. Next, can you drink well ? 


Hub. Guggly, guggly! 

Prig. Treat a fair wench well? Ee 

Hub. TT 5 Smugly, ſmugly ! 
_ Hig. Kiſs her on ſtraw too? 

Hub. Snugly, ſnugly ! 


Pris: } Theanſwer is honeſt, bold, and fair, | 
Hig. J So bow to the king, for his ſubject you are. 


All Beg. Your anſwers are honeſt, bold, and fair, 


So frolick with us, for our brother you are. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
Changes to the Town. 


Enter HARROL and four MERCHANTS. 


Har. Why, firs, tis but a week more! intreat, 
But ſeven ſhort days] am not running from ye, 


Nor, if ye give me patience, is it poſſible 


All my adventures fail; you have ſhips abroad 
Eudure the beating both of wind and weather. 
Fm ſure 't would vex your hearts to be proteſted. 
Ware all fair merchant s ä 
ft. Mer. _ Yes, and muſt have fair play, 
There is no living here elſe—one hour's failing, 
Fails us of all our friends. | | 
Far. © No mercy in you |! | 
2d. Mer. Tis fooliſh to depend on other's mercy— 
You haveliv'd here in lord-like prodigality, 
And now you find what *tis : the liberal ſpending 
The ſummer of your youth, which you ſhould glean in, 
Hath brought this bitter ſtormy winter on. you, 
And now you cry, Alas! 


* 2 3d. Mer. 
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THE ROYAL MERCHANT, 
3d. Mer. Beſore your poverty, 


We were no men, of no eſteem, no credit; 
You ſtood alone; took up all trade; all buſineſs— 
Lord how the world's chang'd with you now 1 hope 
We wal have ſea-room, 
1 . Is my miſery 
Become my ſcorn too ? have ye no humanity ? 
No part of men left? and are all my bounties 
To you and to the town, turn'd to reproaches ? 
4th. Mer. Well, get your monies ready—you've but 
few hours; 
We ſhall proteſt you elſe, and ſuddenly, 
Har. But two days! 
1/7. Mer. Not an hour—you know the TY 
. [ Exeunt Merchants, 
Har. Why then if I ml fall—yet can it be? 
Will even the elements conſpire againſt me, 
'To the deſtruction of my promis'd fortunes, 
My ev'ry hope at once? 


A I R, 


Oh! could'ſt thou know, inconſtant wind, 
What I to thee confide, 
That wealth, and love, and life combin 'd, 
All on thy pinions ride ; | 
Thou ſurely would'ſt auſpicious prove, 
Auſpicious to my truth and love. 


Ye ſeas, I truſt your wide-ſtretch'd arms, 
And ranſack India's mine, 
For her alone, whoſe poliſh'd charms 
- Can give thoſe gems to ſhine : 
Gently then, *ah ! gently move, 
And waft me wealth, and life, and loye, 


Enter 
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Enter Cx Absk, 


Clauſe Good fortune, maſter! 


Har, Thou miſtak*ſt me, Clauſe— 
I am Hot worth thy bleſſing. 
Clauſe. Still a ſad man! 


No belief, gentle maſter | bring it in then, 
And now believe your beadſman. 


Enter two Porters with bags. 


Har. . | Is this certain ? 
Or doſt thou work upon my troubled ſenſe ? 
Clau. Tis gold, fir—gold, good r maſter, 


Take it, and try it, 


Har. Can there be yet this bleſſing? 

Clau. Ceaſe your wonder, 
There's your full ſum, an hundred thouſand crowns ; 
So, good ſweet maſter, now be merry; pay em, 

Pay the poor pelting knaves, that know not goodneſs, 
And cheer your heart up. 

1 Tell me tho', good Clauſe, 
How cam'ſt thou by this mighty ſum F if naughtily, 

I mult not take it of thee—'twill undo me, 

Clau. Fear not—you have it by as honeſt means 
As tho' your father gave it. Sir, you know not 
Jo what a maſs the little we get daily 
Mounts in ſeven years—We beg it for Heaven's 

charity, 
And to the ſame good we are bound to render it. 
Har. What great ſecurity? _ 
Clau, | Away with that fir ! 
Were you not more than all the men in Bruges ? 
And all the money, in my thoughts 


1 : | Har. 
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Har. But, good Clauſe, 
I may die preſently. 
Clau. Then this dies with you. 


Pay when you lift, good maſter, Ill no parchment ; 
Only this charity I ſhall intreat, 
Leave me this ring. 
Har. Alas, it is too poor, Clauſe. 
Clau. This, and one {imple boon is all I afk— 
That when I ſhall return the ring, you then 
Will grant whate'er I aſk, _ 
Har. | Thus J confirm it. 
And may my faith forſake me when J break it! 
Clau. Away, your time draws on; take up the 


money, 
And follow this young gentleman. 
SR. Oh Clauſe! 
Clau. Heaven bleſs, and long preſerve you, good 
malter |! [Exexnt. 


SCENE VI. 
Changes to the Mood. 
Beer jc 
ac. I think I UTEP err, what borrow'd dreſs 
Can hide my Hubert from me? How I wiſh 


Yet fear to be re ſolv'd He went this way 
Shall I adventure? Oh this dread ſuſpenſe, 


How does it load my heart! While to the woods, 


The ſtreams, and ſenſeleſs air I ſigh my 1 
And vainly ſeek relief. 


41 1 


The ſofteſt breeze, the water's gentleſt flow, 


Re- murmur figh for figh, ad 0050p woe for woe. 


' [Jaculin retires, 


Euter 
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Enter HUBERT. 


Hub, I have lock'd up Hempſkirke cloſe * from 
gadding 

In an old oak, and ſet watch over him. | 

My ſchemes are almoſt ripe ; dearly ſhall he, 

And treacherous Wolfort, rue their double fal ſnood, 

If ſmiling fortune favours my deſign. 
Now for my love—this wench is ſurely ſhe ; 
If thro? her means I can but make Rs et 


- 
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Ja CULIN advances. 


She follows me Come hither, pretty maid. 

4 1 Fac. No, no, you'll kiſs. 

* Hub. S801 will, 

3 * Fac. *Deed! la! 

{| How will you kiſs me, pray you ? 

A Hub. Thus —ſoft as my love's TR | 

1 Jac. Oh! 

© 4 Hub. What's your father's name ? 

= Jac. He's gone to Heaven, 

7 Hb. Is it not Gerrard, ſweet ? 

N Fac. | Fi ſtay no longer; 

„ My mother's an old woman, and my brother 

_ - Was drown'd at ſea with catching cockles. 

= Hub. Stay! | 

wy ac. How my heart melts within me at his voice ! 

Shou'd I diſcloſe myſelf? wer't beſt? O love! [ Afar. 
Hub. Tis ſurely the. Pray let me touch your hand, 

ſweet. 


Zac. No, no, you'll bite it. 


Fac. I had forgot my ring. 
Oh Hubert! Hubert! [ Aſade. 
Hub. Methoughe ſhe named me, [ A/ides 
Do you know me, chick ? 


Zac, 


Hub. Sure I ſhould know that ring. [46 de. 
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ac. No ſure, I never ſaw you- 
Oh! what a joy he brings me! 
I muſt be married to-morrow to a capper. 
Hub. Muſt you, my ſweet? and does the capper 
love you? e | 
Jac. Yes, yes, he'll give me pye, and look in my 
1 eyes thus. | | 
*Tis he, tis my dear love—Oh happy fortune! [ Aſide. 
Hub. How fain ſhe would conceal herſelf, yet cannot. 
FIl try to humour her in this her wildneſs. [ A/ides 
To make my hopes more perfect, will you love me, 


22 


And leave that man ? I'll wait you thro' the vale, 


And make you dainty noſegays. 
Fac. And where will you put 'em? 


Hub. Here in thy boſom, ſweet, and make a crown - 
Of lillies for thy head. 


Fac. And will you Jove me? "Deed f la! 
Hub. With all my heart. | 
ac. Call me to-morrow then, 


We'll have brave cheer, and go to church together, 


„ + 
The Words from Shakeſpear's Poems. 
Fac. Come live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 


That hill and valley, dale and field, 
And all the craggy mountains yield. 


Hub. A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, 


With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds, 
And ev'ry flower that ſcents the grove 
Shall yield its ſweets to deck my love. 


Fac. At noontide blaze our ſeat ſhall be 
' Over ſome river in a tree, 
W here filver ſands and pebbles ſing 
Eternal ditties to the ſpring. 
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Hub. In bowers of laurel trimly dight” - 
Will we outwear the ſilent night, 
While Flora buſy is to ſpread 
Her richeſt treaſure o'er our bed, 


Fac. If theſe delights thy mind can move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 
Hub. Yes, theſe delights my mind will move 

P11 live with thee and be thy love. 


Fac. Give you good even, fir, : 
Hub. One word more, faireſt ; 
Did you &er know a maid call'd Jaculin ? 
Fac. Oh, I'm diſcover'd! [ A/ide. 
„ Tis ſhe - now I'm certain | 4/ide. 


They are all here Turn, turn thee, lovely maid, 


Thy Hubert ſpeaks to thee. 
Alas, I fear—— 
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ac. 
W hy thus diſguis' d? | 
Hub. For juſtice and for love; | | | 
IT hou muſt aſſiſt the means 1 
As we paſs on, I'll tell thee all my purpoſe. 1 
Zac. And may I truſt thee ? ll 
Hub. As thine own ſoul. 
"Fac. | . Still true? 
Hub. And will remain ſoo _  - 
Heaven ſcorn meelſe ! 


AIR d DUET. ; 
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Fac. Long in ſorrow's ſhade I fat, | 
: Drooping like the chill-nipt flower, 
Let not then the worm deceit, 


1 This my new- blown hope devour. 
| 1 N Hub. F ear no more the wintry blaſt, | 
' ; Bleak affliction's ſtorm is paſt ; 

E- Joy his cheering warmth diſplays, 


_ Haſte, and greet 2 welcome rays. 


Jac. 
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Fac. Once again in thee appears 
The promiſe of my brighter years. 

Hub. As 1 true and conſtant prove, 
So may be rich in love! 


DUE T. 


Fac. True and conſtant ever prove 
So ſhall I be rich in love. 

Hub, As I true and conſtant prove, 
So may I be rich in love! 
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ExD of the SECOND ACT. 
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Enter Harrol and Vandunk, followed by four Merchants. 


1/2. Mer. AY, if *twou'd do you courteſy— 
Van. Oh, courteous gentlemen |! 
Har. What was't you ſaid ? 1 | 
1/t. Mer. If it would do you courteſy— 
Har. None at all, fir; — | 
Take it, *tis your's, there's your ten thouſand for you. 
Give in my bills. _ | | | 
| Van. You're paid J hope. 
os Har. - Your ſixteen 


34. Mer. Nay be pleas'd, fir, to make a farther uſe— 
Har. No. | FW 


Jan. No. 


3d. Mer. What I have, fir, you may command. 
Pray let me be your ſervant. 


Van. | Your ſycophant ! 
Put on your hats. 


2d. Mer. I have a freight of pepper 
Van. Rot your pepper 


Har. Away— care not for your courteſies, 
They're moſt untimely done, and no truth in em; 
Shall I truſt you again? There's your ſeven thouſand. 

4th. Mer. Or if you want fine ſugars, tis but. 

ſendin 
Har. No, I can ſend to Barbary—thoſe people, 
| Who never yet knew faith, have nobler hearts. 


| [Cannons go off. 
F 2 | E nte 


Why are thoſe pieces ? 


— * ; 
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And PI do't to a doit, fir. 
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8 Enter a Sailor. 


Sail. - Health to the noble merchant ! 
The Suſan is return'd. . 

Jan. Huzza | 

Har. Well, ſailor ? 


Sail. Well, and rich, fir, + 
: : And now put in. 
Har. Heaven-thou haſt heard my prayers ! 
Sail. The brave Rebekah, too, bound from the 
| Streights, | ; ; 
With the next wind, is ready to put after. 
Van. Mark that. | 
Har. What news o'th' fly boat? 
Sail. If this wind hold till midnight, 
She will be here and wealthy—ſhe's ſcap'd fairly. 
Van. And that, ye knaves. | 
"Bar. © | How 'ſcap'd ſhe ſailor ? 
Sail. Thus, fir.—She had a fight, 
Seven hours together, with fix Turkiſh gallies, 
And ſhe fought bravely, but at length was boarded 
And overlaid with ftrength ; when preſently 
Comes boring up the wind, captain Vannoke, 
That valiant gentleman you redeemed from priſon. 
He knew the boat, ſet in, and fought it bravely, 
Beat all the gallies off, ſunk three, redeem'd her, 
And, as a duty to you, ſent her home. 
Har. An honeſt, noble captain, and a grateful. 
Van. And this is he you wou'd have hang'd, 
But that it did not ſuit your intereſt. | 
2! ng CN [To the 4th merchant. 
Har. There's for thy good news, boneſt ſailor ! 
Fan. And there---go drink the captain's health 


Drink till thou drown thyſelf. 


| Fail. I thank your bounty, | 


=1 | [Exit Sailor. 
2/1, Merch. What miracles are pour'd upon this man! 


Van. . 


Ix _ 4 n 2 
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Van. Why ay-— this year, I hope, he will *ſcape- 


| priſon, | | | | 
For all your cares to catch him. 
2d. , You may pleaſe, fir, 


To think of your poor ſervants in diſpleaſure, 
Whoſe all, caſh, merchandize, are at your ſervice. 
Jan. Lord! how your notes are chang'd ! Anſwer 
me, knaves, 
Have ye not often profited by this man, revell'd at his 
expence ? | 
I. Mer. Sir, we confeſs— 
Jan. Do, that ye are all ſad wretches. 


. 


Now coaxing, careſſing, 
Now vexing, diſtreſſing, 
As Fortune delights to exalt or confound, 
Her ſmile or her frown, 
Sets you up, knocks you down, 25 
Turning, turning, turning as her wheel goes round. 


We ſee by this ſample, 
On thoſe you would trample, | 
Whom fortune, hard fortune, has thrown to the 

VCC 

To thoſe rais'd on high, 

We fawn, flatter, and lie, g 

Turning, turning, turning, as her wheel goes 
round. [ Exeunt Merchants. 


Now, fir, go home with me, 
For yonder's one has wept, and wail'd too long. 
Har. How does ſhe, fir ? 
Van. She will be better ſoon, I hope. | 
„ ; Soon! When? 
Van, Why when you have her in your arms, my boy; 


This night ſhe is your wife. 


| 
N 
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Har. With all my ſoul, I take her. 
Van. Thou haſt been wrong' d, and no more ſhall my 
ſervice 
Wait on the knave, her uncle; I have heard 
All his baits for my boy, but thou ſhalt have her. 
Haſt thou mipacch'd thy buſineſs ? 
Har. Moſt. 
Van. By the maſs, 


Thou tumbleſt now in wealth, and I joy in it. 
'Thou'rt the beſt boy that ever "Bruges nurs'd : 


Thou haſt been fad ; 1']1 cheer thee up with ſack, 
And when thou'rt luſty, fling thee to thy miſtreſs. 
I have prepared—our friends will all be with us— 
Within, my houſe ſhall ſmoak to ſee our revels ; 
My gardens ſhall, with artificial luſtre, | 

Riyal the blaze of day—and true-love garlands 
Shall cluſter every tree IR the groves, 


"x 1 


The v wanton rogue Cupid invites thee, my boy; 

He calls thee to ſhare in his frolick and] joy; 

A ſly pack of archers are join'd in his play, 

And they dance to the notes of his roundelay. 
Of his merry, merry, &c. 


Hark ! hark ! how glad echoes the carrols repeat, ; 


How anſwers the turt to the bound of their feet! 

Their eyes how they twinkle ſo roguiſhly gay, 

And their dimples keep time to his roundelay, 
To his merry, merry, &c. 


O'er each mount, thro” eh path, ev'ry nook of 
the grove, 


How they caper and ſcamper, conducted by love! 


Thy band, my dear boy, and Fll ſhew thee the 
way, 
For the une of life is love's roundelay. 


Love's merry, merry, &c. | [ Excunt, 


14 
| 
1 
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S C E NM 
The Nood. 


Enter CLAUSE, meeting HUBERT. 


Hub. Old fir, you are well encountered thus alone; 
Gerrard! nay, do not ſtart nor fear me; 
I know you, and he knows you that beſt loves you. 
Hubert (peaks to you, and you mult be Gerrard, 
The time invites you to it. 
Clauſe. Challeng'd thus, I throw aſide reſerve, and 
truſt your honour. | 
I'm glad to ſee you, fir, and I am Gerrard; 
How ſtand our hopes? | 


Hub. Fair, if you now purſue em 
Hempſkirke I have let go | 
Clauſe. Releas'd him ! 
Hub. Ay, ſir, 


Gull'd him and ſent him home as a decoy, 

To draw lord Wolfort hither, with his guards, 

To ſeize (fo he'll expect) all the old lords, 

Who ſtood between him and a ſafe poſſeſſion 

Of Flanders' earldom—an hour hence he meets me, 
Weſt of the plain, by the broad oak; what uſe 

I make of theſe proceedings for our ends, 

This paper ſhews—a counterpart whereof | 
Pve lodg'd in Vandunk's hands, our ſworn ally, 
Your comrades come — I'll fall into my duty, 


And wait your anſwer—the ſecret is not yet 


Ripe for their knowledge, ” "= Retires. 


Enter 


— 
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Clauſe, Now, what's the news in town? 
Ginks. No news but joy, fir. 


Every man wooing of the noble merchant, 


Who ſends his hearty commendations to you. 


Enter PR1G, Hicctn, Ginks, SNAP, and FERRET, 


Fer. Yes, this is news, this night he's to be married. 
Prig. By the mals, that's true, he marries. Vandunk's 


daughter, 
The dainty black-ey'd Dell. | 
Clauſe. Married to Vandunk's e 
Ginks. Tis very true, fir. 


Hig. Oh the pies ! the piping hot mince pies ! 


Prig. The fine fat poultry ! 


Hig.” For one leg of a gooſe now, would I venture 


A limb, boys! I love a fat gooſe as I love 


Allegiance ; but, hark ye, brother Prig, ſhall we 
Do nothing in the 'foreſaid wedding? there's money 


To be got, and meat too, I take it. 
What think you of a morris ? 


. Clauſe. To Vandunk's daughter ! no, he muſt not 


marry. 


Prig. A morris No, by no means, that goes no 


farther thanthe ſtreet, 


There leaves us; now we muſt think of ſomething 
That may draw us into the bowels of it, into the 


Buttery, the kitchen, and the cellar—ſomething 
Which that old jolly . loves what 
Think you of a wWaſſail! 

Hig. I think worthily. 
Then will I make a ſpeech, and a brave one, 
In praiſe of merchants. 

Prig. ; And l' fo roar 
Catches of glee, and wedding ſongs, the notes 


Shall make the glaſſes totter *gainſt each other, 


And gingle into chorus. 


Clauſe. 1 do rejoice in it— tis paſſing well. [To Hub. 


Hub. 
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Hub. An hour hence— 
Clauſe. I'll be ready, 
Hu Theſe our comrades 
T have eſpecial need of. 
_ Clauſe. They are yours, 
T ſhail give order-—hear me, all; keep in, 
Til! this your huntſman call ye forth, then do 
His bidding faithfully—till he appear, - 
No man ſtir hence, I charge ye. 
Prig. Not to the wedding, fir ? 
Clauſe. Not any where. f 
| Hig. The wedding muſt be ſeen, fir; we want meat, 
We're horribly out of meat. 


Clauſe. Not a word more—obey. 
[ Exeunt Clauſe and Hub. 
Prig. Nay, an there be a wedding, and we ſhut 
Out- 
ä „ 


O! farewel the ſeaſon'd duck, 
The well-ſtuff'd lev'ret's ſmell, 
Hig. The pheaſant high with bacon ſtuck, 
Plump partridge, Oh! fare wel. 


Prig. Oh! farewel the proud ſirloin, 
Where floods of gravy dwell; 

Hig. The turkey lair, the ſav'ry chine, 
I bid ye all n | 
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E N E II. 
The Save,” 
Enter two young MERCHANTS, 


iff. Mer. Well met, fir ! you are for this noble wed- 


| ding. 
2d. Mer. T am, fir ; fo are you, I take it. 
1/t. Mer, m1 Ves; 


And much it glads me, that to do him ſervice, 
Who is the pride and honour of our trade, 
We meet thus happily. 
2d. Mer. He's a noble fellow! 
And well deſerves a bride of ſo much beauty. ; 
I. Mer. She's paſſing fair indeed; long may their 
: loves 
Continue like themſelves in ſpring of ſweetneſs ! 
All the young merchants will be here, no doubt, 
For he who comes not to attend this wedding, - 
The curſe of a moſt blind one fall upon him, 
A loud wife and a lazy ! Here comes Clauſe. 


Enter CLAUSE. 


24. Mer. How now Clauſe ! you are come to ſee 
your maſter | 
In all his joy—'tis honeſtly done of you 
And here he comes. 


Enter HARROI. 


Har. Stand at the door, my friends ! 
I pray walk in— there's a young lady, who 
Will bid ye welcome. 8 | 
| V. Mer. 
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1/. Mer. We enjoy your happineſs. [ Ex. Merchants, 

Har. Clauſe, nobly welcome! 

My honeſt, my beſt friend! I have been careful 
To ſee thy monies duly plac'd in | 

Clauſe. | | Sir, | 
No doubt you have; that brought me not Dꝰ you know 
This ring again? | | 
Hlar. Tis that thou had'ſt of me. 

Clauſe. And do you recollect the boon you promis'd, 
On the return of this? | 
„ Ves, and J grant it, 

Be't what it may, within my power. 

Clauſe. Vou are not married yet? 

Har. | | | No. 

Clauſe. Faith, I ſhall aſk you that which will diſturb 

you. . ; 
But I muſt put you to your promiſe. 

Har. | O— 

And if I faint, or flinch in't—— | | 
Clauſe. | Well ſaid, maſter ; 
And yet it grieves me too—and yet it muſt be— 

Har. Pr'ythee, diſtruſt me not. 

Clauſe. 8 You muſt not marry—a 
That's part o' th* power you gave me; to compleat it, 
You muſt depart forthwith, and follow me, 

Har. Not marry, Clauſe! 

Clauſe. Not, if you keep your promiſe. | 

Har. A think better—doſt thou fear her ho- 

„ 

Clauſe. Chaſte, chaſte as ice, I doubt not. 

Clauſe. That allow'd, 
Give me thy reaſon, ; 

Clauſe. Il may not now diſcover. 

Har. Muſt not marry ! 

Shall I break now, when the poor heart is pawn'd ? 
When all my preparation— | . 
Clauſe. Now or never. 
Har. Can'ſt be ſo cruel ? 
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Clauſe. You may break your word, fir, 
But never more in my thought appear honeſt, 

Far. Didit 1 0 eber ſec her? 

Clauſe. No, fir, 

Ear, Oh! Clauſe, ſhe's ſuch a wonder— 


1 


Her air is all elegant grace, 

All delicate ſweetneſs her mien, 
In each feature, each turn of her face, 
What millions of beauties are ſeen ! 
Her eye beams the luſtre of truth, 
Fier ſmile is the witch'ry of love 3 - 
And her words—OQh !- as kindly and ſooth, 
As zephyrs enriching the grove: 


Clauſe, You make me ſad, fir, 

Hub. | Pr 'ythee, then, good Clauſe, 
Take a friend's heart, and feel what miſery 
Awaits me, if I loſe her. 


* Clauſe. My dear maſter, 


Take you a noble heart, and keep 65 promiſe : 

I forſook all I had, to make you happ 

She comes; now bear the trial like TT: 

A good and conſtant man; in the dark walk 

Of aged elms, that opens to the plain, 

I wait you with ö muſt follow. [ Exit. 
Har. Hard heart, I will! for haſt thou not re- 

| deem'd me | 

From deepeſt woe? and ſhall I dare deny? 

Yet my dear Gertrude 


Enter 
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Enter Gertrude. 


Ger. 8 Harro! !---in affliction! 
Lord of my heart and hopes, look up! Explain 
What envious cloud has darken'd o'er the hour, 
Thou hadft ſet down the brighteſt of thy life? 
Nay, anſwer me in words--- Thoſe ſilent ſighs 
Import a grief moſt mighty. 
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- Har. We muſt part, 
Gertude, we muſt---this hour--- . 
Ger. ; What voice enjoins, 


W hat power commands us ? Have not our chaſte loves 
Been ſuch as angels might approve ? Say then 
What earthly bidding--- | 

Har. But we meet again--- 

I truſt we ſhall---for ſurely honeſt Clauſe 
Ce. Chauſe!” | 
Is he the ruler of Harrol's deſtiny ? 

Har. Some wond'rous fecret 
_ Is]: bring in his breaſt ; with earneſt look, 

Vet melting while it aw'd, even now he bade me 
In the dark row of elms attend his councils. 

By oath, by duty, gratitude and honour 
Solemnly bound, what can thy Harrol do? 

Ger. Forever muſt we part? 

Har. I! hat power, who ſmiles 
On conſtant love, will yet, I hope, preſerve us, 
Preſerve us for each other | My beſt life, 

My ſoul, adieu! While Harrol lives, his heart 
Is thine alone once more !--- And muſt I leave 
Such worth and ſweetneſs ? Tyrant, tyrant honour ! 
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Thus, the wiſh'd-for port in view, 

* Thunders burſt---and tempeſts riſe ; 
F Toſs'd by billows---torn by winds, 

l | Far away the veſſel flies! | 

© Vain the wretched ſeaman's prayer ! 
| | All is darkneſs, all deſpair |! 


Ger. Then am I loſt ! It is no trivial woe, 
That ſhakes his ſteady mind---W hat can it be? 
Wrought from me by a beggar ! at a time 
That moſt ſhou'd fetter him] But why attempt 
Vainly to reaſon ! No—to the walk of elms 
PII trace his ſteps---darkneſs and night are things 
For vicious minds to dread. Be't mine to ſhew 
| How much a virtuous paſſion can inſpire. 


mA 2; Be: 


If thy too cruel bow be bent 
Stern Fate, to wound my Harrol's heart, 
Oh ! change for once thy dire intent, 
5 And in my boſom plunge the dart. 
The happy means ſo may I prove | 
To fave my lord, my life, my love. [Extt, 


SCENE 
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8 N 
Changes to the Bus n. 


Enter Hubert with a Letter; and the Beggars, 9 one 
with a Torch. | 


Hub. Tread ſoft, and watchful. | 
Hig. But what's the action we are for now? ha! 
Robbing a Ripper of his fiſh ? 


Prig. Or taking a poulterer priſoner without mae E 


Hig. Or cutting off a convoy of butter ? 
Or ſurpriſing a boor's ken for grunting cheats? 

Prig. Or cackling cheats? Oh I could drive a regi- 

ment 
Of geeſe before me ſuch a night as this, ten leagues, 
With my hat and ſtaff, and not a hiſs heard, nor 
A wing of all my troops diſorder'd. 

Hub. So far my hopes are fair ! 

Hig. Let me alone with the farmer's dog, if you 
have a mind to the cheeſe-Joft---"trs but thus---and he's 
a ſilenc'd maſtiff, during pleaſure. 

Hub. Wou'd it might pleaſe you to be ſilent ! 

Hig. Mum! 

Hal. Now, boys, for your allegiance ! Be careful x ; 
It ſhall make fortunes for ye 

Prig. Doubt us not, boy. | 

Hub. You heed not a few ſcratches? 

Prig. No, nor bruiſes in the ſervice of our maſter. 

Hub. Tis bravely ſaid---Lead on to the dark hovel, 
That ſtands hard by under the blaſted fir ! 

There will I follow ſtraight--and give ye all 
Your full inſtructions. 
LP "Tis enough---we're gone. [ Exeunt. 

Hub. My burgomaſter anſwers as I wiſh--- 

N ow for the teſt, | 
I AIR. 
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Glorious omens of ſucceſs 

In my breaſt ariſe; 

Scorn of danger, fear, and death, 
Virtuous hope ſupplies. 


All that panting for the fight, 
Noble boſoms feel, 

When juſtice glows upon the creſt, 
And 1 in the ſteel. [ Exit. 


AN 


Another Part of the Wood. 
Enter GERTRUDE and a Book. 


Ger. Lead, if thou think ſt we're right; why doſt 
thou make 
Theſe frequent ſtands ? Thou ſaidſt thou knew ft the 
wa 
Boor. . miſtreſs ; but ſure it grows ſomewhat 
pretty dark. | | 
Ger. What then? 
Boor. Nay, nothing---don* t think I'm afraid, altho* 


perhaps you are. 


Ger. I am not- Forward! | 

Boor. Sure but you are---give me your hand- fear 
nothing. Don't pull me backward---What a ſweat one 
of us is in ! Is it you or I? 

Ger. What ails the fellow? 


Boor, Hark, I beſeech you---do you hear ys E 
er. 
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Boor, Lift! a wild hog ! he grunts—now tis a bear, 
This wood is full of *em—and now a wolf, miſtrels ; 


It is the howling of a wolf. 
_ Ger. Of the ies coward ! 1! 


Boor. See, there's a ſerpent ; it has eyes as br ad 
as platters ; ; 
It ſpits fire now it creeps towards us—help me 


To ſay my prayers. - 

Ger. Why, thou ſtrange timorous ſot, canſt thou 
Perceive any thing but a poor glow- worm? 

Boor. It may be, tis but a poor glow-worm now, 
But 'twill grow to a fire-drake preſently. 

Ger. I have a precious guide in you—pr'ythee be 
Reſolute, and on. [ Hallooing within. 

Boor. It thunders—you hear that now. 

Ger. I hear one halloo. 

Boor. No, it's thunder and ſee, a fAaſh of light ning. 


Are not you ſtruck, miſtreſs ? 
Ger. What ſtrange wonders 


Fear creates in a coward ! Canſt thou not move? 


Boor, No; the earth opens. 
Ger. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace. 


Boor, What, will you venture then? 

Ger. What ſhould I fear? for ſooner than return, 
Forward I will alone—my love and conſtancy 

Have made me bold—where my fate leads, 1 follow. 


A I R. 
Wrapp'd cloſe from harm in night” 8 deep-folding 


loom, 
A pilot's friendly care, Oh! ſacred Love, aſſume ; 


When the bright morning ray firſt lights the 


op'ning ſkies, 


Let me my dawning joy behold in Harrol's eyes. 
[ Exit. 


Boor. Fortune direct you! I dare not. 


=. "ALE 


— heres N 
PPV as . 


58 Tut ROYAL MERCHANT, 


1 


O! night of dread ! ! Oh! night of woe ! 

How can I ſtay how can I go? 

Turn here—turn there—turn every where— 

I ſhiver—faint—T die with fear. 

Why did I leave my peaceful home, 
Mid brakes, and fens, and thorns to roam? 
Oh! night of dread! Oh! night of woe! 

How ſhall 1 ſtay how ſhall J go ? 


Enter  WorrorT, HEMPSEIREKE, and Auendants, 
with Torches. 


lang. It was the fellow, ſure, he that ſhould exit us, 
The huntſman, that did halloo vs. 

Mol. Beſt make a ſtand, and liſten to his next—ha ! 

Hemp. Who goes there ? | 

. Boor. Miſtreſs, I'm taken. 
Hemp. Miſtreſs !—look forth, ſoldiers. [Ex. folders 

Mol. What are you, firrah ? 

Boor. Truly, all that's left of a poor Boor by day; 
By night, nobody. You might have ſpar'd your 
Drums and guns, for I am none that will | 
Stand out—you may take me with a walking-ſtick, 

And hold me with a packthread. 

Hemp. What woman was't you call'd to? 

Boor. Woman! none fir, 

Mol. None! did not you name miftreſs ? 

Boor. Yes, but ſhe's no woman yet—ſhe was to have 
Been married to-night, but in came Clauſe, 
The old lame beggar, and whips up the bridegroom, 


Maſter | 
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Maſter Harrol, under his arm, as a kite 
Or an old fox would ſweep away a goſling. 
Hemp. Sure it ſhould be ſhe ! 


Soldiers return with GERTRUDE. 


Niece! - | 
Ser. I'm miſerably loſt, thus fallin 
From all my hopes, into my uncle's hands. 
Hemp. Tis ſhe, indeed, ſir. 
This was a noble entrance to your fortune, 
That being on the point thus to be married, 
You ſhould ſurpriſe and take her. 
Mol. I begin, Hempſkirke, to believe my fate 


Works to my ends. 
Hemp. Ves, ſir; and this adds truſt 


Vnto the fellow, our guide, who told me Florez 
Liv'd in ſome merchant's ſhape, as Gerrard did 
In the old beggar's ; and that he would uſe 
Him for a train, to call the others forth ; | 
All which, we find, is done. [ Halloo within,] That's he 
again. e | 
Wol. Good ! we ſent out to meet him 
Hemp. And here's the oak 
Where he appointed us.—All's right, 
Mol. Who's there? 8 


Enter HuztRT and BEGGARS, as Books. 


Hub. A friend, the huntſman, == 

Hemp. TT Ay, 'tis he, 

Hub. I have kept touch, fir—which is the earl 
now ? 7 | 


Will he know a poor man ? | N 
Hemp. This, my lord, is the friend 


Hath underta'en to do us this great ſervice. 
Hub. It ſhall be worth his lordſhip's thanks anon. 


I know to pitch my toils, drive in my game, 


H2 And 


} Gs 
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And I have don't-—both Florez and his father, 
Old Gerrard; with lord Arnold, of Benthuiſon, 
Coſtin, and Jaculin, young Florez' fiſter— 

I have 'em all. „ 

Mol. Thou ſpeak'ſt too much, too happy, 
To carry faith with it. 


Hub. Why, I can bring you, 
Where you ſhall ſee, and take em. 
Mol. We will double 


Whatever Hempſkirke then hath promis'd thee. 
Hub. And I'll deſerve it treble : what horſe have you? 
Wal. An hundred. : 5 
Hub. That's well—divide 

Your force into five ſquadrons, for there are 

So many out-lets thro* the wood. | 

I and four boors will be your guides herein; 

And that they may be more ſecure, I'll uſe 

My wonted whoops and halloos—as I were 

Hunting for *em. | „%% ol 
Mol. Tis order'd well, and reliſheth the ſoldier : 

Make the divifion, Hempſkirke—you are my charge. 


Fair-one, I'll look to you. 
Ger. Loſt! loſt ! undone for ever! 


[Exeunt Wal. Hemp. Ger. and Guards, 
Boor. Nobody need take care of me, I'll take care of 
myſelf now. | ee. 
Hub. Now, lads, to the work ! 
Mind your inſtructions cloſe and when you hear me 
Wind my horn loud and quick, be that your ſignal 


For the eee maſter- ſtroke. | 
_ #ig. Enough, boy. Conclude it done ! - [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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en 
A dark Wood. 


Enter CLAUSE and HARRot. 
» : 


Clau. By this time, ſir, I hope you want no reaſon 
Why I break off your marriage; for tho' I 
Should, as a ſubject, hold you for my prince 
In general things, it will not yet too far 
Diſeredit you t acknowledge me your father, 

And hearken to my neceſſary councils, 

Har. Acknowledge you my father! Sir I do 
And may all peace and comfort leave my heart 
When l forget to pay you a ſon's duty! | 

Clau. | I pray you riſe--- 

And may thoſe powers, who ſee, and love this in you, 
Reward you for it ! Taught by your example, 
Having received the rights due to a father, 

I tender you th? allegiance of a ſubject, 

Which, as my prince, accept of. | 
Har. Kneel to me! 
Jam your fon, fir, and am prouder far 

To be the ſon of ſuch diſtinguiſh'd worth, 

(Which Heaven be pleas'd I may inherit from you) 
Than I &er could be of tnoſe ſplendid titles 

Left by my mother, which aſlert my claim 

To Flanders' earldom. 

Clau. l do believe it. 

Har. . Oh ! my lov'd father ! 
Before I knew you were ſo, nature taught me 
Inſtinctively, to look upon your wants 
Not as a ſtranger's---And, ee not how, 

What you call'd charity, I thought the payment 
Of ſome religious debt nature ftood bound for, 


Clan, 
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Clan. Ceaſe, ceaſe, my Florez. At your mother's _ 


death 

Your tender age, and the troubles of the times 
M ü king your ſtay in Flanders dangerous, 
( My power alas ! was ſmall. Poſſeſſing none 
But what your gractous mother's favour gave me 
. Recerving to her ſlate a private gentleman ) 
I ſent you into England, and there placed you 
With a brave Flanders merchant, call'd rich Harrol, 
Who ſome years after ſettling here in Bruges, 
And dying here, left you his name and fortune, 
As his reputed ſon, and ſtill received ſo; 
But now as Florez, anda prince, remember 
Your country's and on ſubject's general good 
Muſt challenge the firſt part in your affection. 
That fair maid, whom you choſe to be your wife, 
Being fo far beneath you, even your loye 
Muſt own the match ill-fuited, 

—_ - In deſcent, 
Or borrow'd glories from dead anceſtors, 
1 muſt acknowledge it—but in her virtues, 
A monarch might eſteem himſelf o'erpaid, 
Were ſhe his kingdom's price. In this alone 
Be an indulgent father, in all elſe 
Uſe yaur authority. 


Enter HUBERT, WolLroR T, HEmPSKIRKE, and 


GERTRUDE, 
Hub. . Sir, here are two of tbem, 

The father, and the ſon—the reſt you ſhall have, 

As fait as I can rouſe em. f Exit. 
Clau. Who's this? Wolfort ? 
1 Ay, impoſtor, 

Your coarſe diſguiſe no longer can conceal you 


No further- art, for I muſt here find Gerrard, 
And in this merchant's habit, one call'd Florez, 
Who fain would be an ear]. 8 | 
Har. And is, wert thou a * 
| Ger. 
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Ger, My Harro! turn'd a prince! 
O ! I am poorer by this ſtart of greatneſs, 
Than all my fears and ſorrows ever made me. 

Har. My Gertrude! whence ? why do I fee you 

here? | 

O! think what | 

Mol. Stay, ſir, you were to day too near her; 
You muſt no more aim at theſe cloſe endearments, 
Nor long ſurvive ſuch bold preſumption ! Hempſkirke, 
Summon the officers of blood, 


: A 1 
Ger, kneeling. Oh! ſpare my Harrol ! ſpare my love! 
Let theſe ſtreaming ſorrows move; 
Reſtrain the breath _ 
That dooms his death--- 
Does no good angel ſee my pain, 
And is it thus we meet again? 
My Harrol ſpeak, 
My heart will break--- 
On me, on me your torments wreak ; --= 
But ſpare my Harrol ! ſpare my love! 
Let theſe ſtreaming ſorrows move. 


Har. No---death, my Gertrude, can't be half ſo 


painful, a 
As to behold thee kneel, and waſte thy tears 
On ſuch a fiend---Strike the deciſive blow, 
And end our ſhames and miſeries together. 
Mol. This is no Gertrude; no no, nor Hemp- 
ſkirke's niece, 
Nor Vandunk's daughter. This is Bertha ! Bertha, 
The heir of Brabant, ſhe that caus'd the war; 
WhomlI did ſteal, during my treaty there 
While you were yet a child, to raiſe mylelf ; 
Horeſceing that theft weu'd cauſe a war ; that war 


Call 
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Call for my arm to guide it : and the victory 
- (hich happily 1 atchiev'd) render my power 
Such as might graſp the earldom---This obtain'd, 
4 meant her for my wife ; thereby to fix 
My empire ſure ; which had been done ere this, 
She come of years, but that the expectation 
Firſt of her father's death, retarded it, 
And ſince, the landing out of Bruges, where 
Hempſkirke he hid her, till ſhe was near loſt, 
But ſhe is here recover'd.---She is mine, fir, 
Your merchantſhip may break now, I believe, 
For this was one of your beſt ventures. 
Clau. Inſolent devil! | 
ol. Hempſkirke, who are theſe? 
Hem. More, more, fir. 


Enter HUBERT, with Gixks, FERRET and JACULIN., 


Hub. Lord Arnold of Benthueſen---this lord Coſtin, 
This Jaculin, the ſiſter unto Florez. | 
Mol. All found? Why here's brave game, this is 
| ſport royal! | | 
This ſpot, where they are taken, will I'make 
Their place of death. Diſpatch this moment. 
Hub. Or ſuppoſe, my lord, N 
They ſhou'd be broken up upon a ſcaffold, 


Wili't not ſhew better ? 
Fer. Wretch ! art thou not content thou haſt be- 


tray'd, | 

But thou muſt mock us too? 

Gink, Falfe Hubert ! murderer ! 

Mol. Hubert! | 

Hemp. Who, this ? 5 | 

Ginks. © | Yes, this is Hubert, Wolfort, 
I hope he has help'd himſelf to a tree, 

Hol. | de firſt, . 


The firſt of all; I'm glad again to catch you, 
] let you go before but as a ſpy, 
Now, as a ſpy Il treat you. 


Hub. Nay, then I'll ring my own death's knell. 
7 : Hubert 
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Hubert ſounds his Horn loud and quick; Drum anſwers 
within, Vandunk, Prig, Higgen, Soldiers, and all 


the Beggars ruſh on, ſeize and di farm Wolfort, Hemp- 
ſkirke, and their Party. | 


Mol. Betray'd ! 

Hub. No, but well caught, and I the huntſman ! 
Now ſhall I wind your fall? and Hempſkirke's there? 

Hig. We have led your ſquadrons, fir, where 


They have torn their legs and faces ſoundly. 


Pris. Yes, and run their heads againſt trees. 

Hig. We have filled a pit with your people; 
Some with legs, ſome with arms broken. 

Pris. And a few necks, I think, are out. 

Fig. Tis captain Prig, ir. 

Prig. And colonel Higgen-— 

Van. How do you, Wolfort ? Raſcal ! tyrant Wol- 

fort! 

I ſpeak it now above the roſe—and Hempſkirke, 
Rogue-Hempſkirke ! you that have no niece ! this lady 
Was ſtolen by you, and hid by you; but now 
Reſign'd by me to the right owner here 
Take her, my prince. 

Har. Are then theſe bleſſings real ? 

Ger. And ſhall we part no more ? 

Jan. I have given her to you twice now keep her 

better, g 

And thank lord Hubert, who contriv'd our digt, 


And in good Gerrard's name, ſent for Vandunk, 
General Vandunk 


Hub. Conqueror Vandunk. 
Van. . to my brave boys here. 
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Great Cæſar once renown'd in fame, 
For a mighty arm, and a laurell'd brow ; 
With his Veni, Vidi, Vici, came, 
And conquer'd the world with his row-dow- 
dow. 


So Ja modern Cæſar come, 
Too make oppreſſive tyrants bow; 
In 8freedom's cauſe I beat my drum, 


And the wood reſounds with my row- dow- dow. 


Uſurping Wolfort ſtrait I ſpy, 
Above the roſe I ſpeak it now; 
His coward troops I've forc'd to fly, 
And the tyrant yields to my row-dow-dow. 


Van. Give me my bottle, and ſet down the drum; 


Pl fir as judge upon em you ftole the lady. | 
Clauſe. *T'was like yourſelf, honeſt and noble Hu- 


bert! | 


Canſt thou behold theſe mirrors, all together, 


Of thy long, falſe, and bloody uſurpation, 
And not behold thyſelf, and ſo fall down, 
O'erwhelm'd with ſorrow, ſhame, and penitence ? ' 
Wol. Who, I repent? = 
And ſay Pm ſorry | No—'tis the fool's language, 
But not for Wolfort. 5 e 
Van. Wolfort, thou art a devil, and ſpeak'ſt his lan- 
guage. LIE To | 
Oh!] that I had my longing for thy ſake! 
Under this row of trees, the ſpot your lordſhip 
Meant for theſe worthy ones, I'd hang thee inſtantly, 
Har. No, let him live, until he can repent, 
But baniſh'd from our ſtate - that be his doom. 
Jan. Then hang his worthy captain here, this Hemp- 
icke, 1 | 
For ſake of the example. 
Har. . No, let him | 
Enjoy his ſhame too, with his conſcious life. 


— 
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Van. A noble prince! and yet I'd fain have ſome- 
body hang'd. : ; | 
Clauſe. Sir, you muſt help to join | 
A pair of hands, as they have done of hearts, 
And to their loves wiſh happineſs. | 
Har. ; As tomy own! 
My deareſt ſiſter ! truly worthieſt brother! 


EB 


Fac. Such ſcenes of ſtrange delight ariſe, 

And croud upon my view, 

I gaze around with wild ſurprize, 
And ſcarce belteve them true. 

A father! brother! lover! friend! 
Of ſoy a larger ſtore, 

Nor Hope could aſk, nor Fortune ſend-— 
My cup of bliſs-runs o'er. | 


Van, I'Il lead ye home, and have the bonfires made, 


My fireworks and flap-dragons—and an ocean 


Of generous liquor, to ſoak down, 
To the honour of this day. 

Hig. *Slight ! here be changes! the bells have not ſo 

„ „ 
Prig. Our company's grown horrible thin by it. 
What think you, Higgen ? | 

Hig. Marry, I think that we might all be lords now, 
If we'd ſtand for't. | 5 

Clauſe, Sir, you muſt thank this honeſt burgomaſter; 
Here be more friends, aſk to be look'd on too, | | 
And thank'd ; who, though their trade and courſe of life 
Be not ſo perfect, but it may be better'd, | 


| Have yet us'd me with courteſy, and been 


True ſubjects to me while I was their king. 
Your grace command them follow you to Bruges, 
Where I will take the care on me, to find 
Some manly and more profitable courſe, 
To fit them as a pact of the republic. ; 
Har. Do ye hear, ſirs? do ſo. 
Hig. Thanks to your good grace 
Prig. 3 To your good lordſhip ! 


Har. Now to compleat our bliſs ! Be it our care 
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To merit it, by uſing well the power, 
And wealth entruſted to our charge, to lighten 
The woes of others---to enrich our country, 


And did our wiſhes and endeavours reach 


Even to the meaneſt ſubject 1 in our ſtate ! 
Van. To all the world, ſay I! 
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AIR and CHORUS. 


May each fair merchant's ventur'd ſtore 
With rich advance come freighted oer; 
On all his aims may fortune ſmile, 
And peace and wealth repay his toil ! * 


May ev'ry maid 8 artleſs breaſt 


A worthy paſſion has poſleſs' d, 75 


'Thro' all events her truth who proves, 
Obtain the honeſt heart ſhe loves * 


* * every 8 of the fair, 

The rich returns of beauty ſhare 
He well deſerves, who well can guard, 
And love is valour's beſt reward. 


May all who ſigh in ſorrow's ſhade, 
The d reary cloud bear undiſmay'd : 
Till joy's enlight'ning rays ſucceed, 
For Joy is patient virtue 8 meed-. 5 


May every honeſt fn achieve 

Such bliſs as mine, to crown his eve; 
Then, ſpite of age, its cares and pain, 
Wes 11 live o'er laye and youth again, | 


For one reſpect yet left unpaid, 

Me ſtill muſt uſe our begging trade, 
Your generous favour we implore, . . 
And that ar lg we aſk no more. 5 


THE END. 


* 


